mcte-:^	349
with a sharp, pale, mocking face. The judges kept inter-
rupting him.
The prosecutor jumped up angrily and said something
about the order of proceedings at which the old man made
feeble remonstrance. The counsellor for the defence lis-
tened with his head lowered respectfully, then resumed
his speech*
"Go to the bottom of it," said Sizov.
The audience grew excited, even aggressive, as the
lawyer's sharp accusations chafed the tough skin of the
judges, who seemed to huddle together, sullen and sulky,
to withstand the sharp thrusts of his eloquence.
Now Pavel had risen, and suddenly the room grew
utterly quiet. The mother strained forward. Pavel spoke
very calmly.
"As a party member, I only recognise judgement passed
by my party, and so I will xxot speak in my defence;
but at the request of my comrades, who have also refused
to defend themselves, I shall attempt to explain to you
those things you have not understood. The prosecutor has
called our demonstration under the banner of Social-De-
mocracy a revolt against the ruling power, and he has at
all times looked upon us as people trying to overthrow
the tsar. I wish to make it clear that we do not consider
the autocracy the only chain binding our country; it is
only the first chain from which it is our duty to free the
people."
The silence became more profound as he spoke in his
firm voice; the hall seemed to expand, and Pavel to be
lifted up and placed in high relief.
The judges shifted ponderously and uneasily in their
chairs. The Marshal of the Nobility whispered something
to the judge with the apathetic face, who nodded and
whispered into the old man's right ear, while the ailing
judge whispered into his left. Torn between right and
left, the old man said something out loud, but his voice
was drowned out by the broad and even flow of Pavel's
speech.

